MODERN POETRY 1922-1934

What does he care
For music breaking
From broken grasses
At hay-making ?
How should he know ?
And so he passes,
Grim and slow.
Through the silken grasses.
Grim and slow

In the rain out there.                       10

ORGILL MACKENZIE

LATE AUTUMN

THE boy called to his team

And with blue-glancing share
Turned up the rape and turnip

With yellow charlock to spare.

The long lean thistles stood
Like beggars ragged and blind.

Half their white silken locks
Blown away in the wind.

But I thought not once of winter
Or summer that was past                       20

Till I saw that slant-legged robin
With autumn on his chest.

ANDREW YOUNG

OCTOBER MOORS

(FOR PAULINE GLOUGH YOUNG)

THEY'RE leading brekkonsl down fra' moors.
For cattle-beddin'

1 bracken,
32